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vvHAr*^ MoRBi r ^ 

CAN er/LU OUT-SHOOT, 
OUT'fZlVS, AMI? 
OOT-RASSLB you. 




ON THArr fvr 

UP OR SHUT UP^ 



CORKER'5 WORTH 
PIVE OF youE 
(\iA©_ BUT rrs 




GO OVEK. TO 
HASHKN/PS 
AMP START 
OUfZ MATCH 



ULPi (VHAT AaO 
Z rO/NS?' H'HV 
DON'T X KEEP 
MV FOOL MOUTH 
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I'M ^ SruVOEV WITH 
THORNS I PEEL LIKE 
A POIZKyPlNBl A MITE 
/MORE PRESSUBE WILL 
■PRIVE 'EM THIZOUeH 
BOXHEA'P'S 5HIKT.' 
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WH&N VOUK RtSnm OEO 
'OUT HERE IN TH6 WILDBeN6S6, 
MAMV M00N6 Aes, WE POUNP VttJ 
A& BABIEe AND KAISEO ViXI A& 

OUR OWN TWBAU 8|C0THe». 
BUT WOW THE TIME HA6 CO^E 
FOR yXJ TO PBCVE \tx)/«e , 
KEAUy AAEN-- TRUf 




YES, ©^«r 
'CHIEP, WE HAVE 
WAITEO KJKTWie 
OAV WHEN WE 
CAN PBO/e ouk" 
agWTD 60 
fOKTH INTO -we 
WOra-O A6 MEN. 
WE AISE |SEA(X/ 



"ttXJ EACH tm 
CMOOSe ONE TWINe 
IN WHICW YOU CAN 
DISPLAY NOUe SKILU. 
HAVE M3U 
CHOSEN ? 



AND I, BUCK, 

WILL use MY 

SPEED TO 
curweesTLE 
, THE CHAMPION 
WPESTLSK.' 



A* THE TESTS SeaN, IW\K(< 
eCNDS A TC3WAHAWVK TOJe 
TO A ClZUOe 8ULli&-SVE 
ANF" THSN «PUT* IT# 

HAPT IN TWO wmA , 



' 1 MAKK5A/WN6HIP 
HAVE NEVEK 




«o SUCK'S SWIFT, urme 
!?n!ENerH quickly pins 

HISOPFONENT/ 
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HILE LAST, LAKfAT 106666 A 
AS60 (N A PEAT TO SR(N6 efiBde . 



HAVE K3NE WaU/BUr THESE 
■ 16 Af^EK TCSr >tX/ MUST f?^ 

*U^I3^ WXiraMEW ANP 
JEACKBJSA, 



IWS eONE INTO THE WOJDS TO^ 
HIPE, TO UXB HIMSELP. YOU /MOST 
FINC7 HIM ANP ^^(!N HIM HBS 

tN aeis. 
» WfTHoyr 

► WEAR?Na 
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BUT DUST THEN, ON A WCXeO fSOSe JUST ASCWE 
THE. CLEAWN©— 



PU6HIM©/ 





A^AKK HEARS THE CRY JL»r IM TIME 
TD HEAP PKXA THE BE«e A61W£ 
80UL0EK PLUMMETS tMWNu' ' 




SECOND© LATSZ, WH»1 9JCK AND 
PKVv\ THE eiCKSe — 



I WENT INTO 
A CAVE TO HlOE 
RaOMVOJ^THE 

Bgaz was IM 

IT I AM LUOCV 
VOU WEKE ON 
MY TXAIL AND 
FOUND ME 

mm' 



AND I'M UKXV 
BJCK ANO UnAT 
©or HERE WHBM 
THEV DID. NOyV 
WS'U. HAVE VDU 
SfiCK'VS CAHP IN 
NO nMe,aJNNIN6 
BKOtC, AND ^ 
WAT tee Fl>(£0/ 



LATEK BACK iSf CAMP, MAKli ON HIS 8UACK tfnAU-ION, 
BUCK ON HI© BALAMINO ANO LAKWT ON HIS ffiC Ba^N, 
KCElve THE OlO CHIEf^ 8LES6iN06.' 



TKOL.Y YOJ HAVEP PRCV60 

iw/es P5AL wARPioae J 

HUMTEIZS. so OUT INTDy 

woB-D WITH cue J 

61E5SIN66 
AND OUK , 

-nZiSAL'^ 

epcTvieK&J 



NEVER WILL WE pazeer 

ALL you HAVE CONS 
FOK U5, eeSAT CHIEF, 
we eoiTJHELP.TO 

a:iN& LAenN& 

FW6NDSHIP BBTWEEN:' 
OUR 1W FSJPL^u. 
,THe WHrre 
eeruEBSAND 

.CUR 

fATMERS.TWe 
■ (!EO(V\EN ' 



A.N10 €0> MAKK, UtPIAT J|pE dljOWtV 
IftO- THE 6UNSEW IPNaAWJPe. I^WB6INN1Ne • 
foe THEM, 6UT THEY UEAVB THaK H6AKI5 WITH 
irweiK INDIAN HOfAB AND 




•.1 



/ 11 , WjgSTTSW WWICH WIV-L BE • OW SALE SOON>... j 



CABBY HAYES 



Ricky Rover Finds A Pal 




BUCK DESMOND LIKED most peo- 
ple. And they usually liked him — ■ 
just because he was an easy-going, soft- 
spoken cow waddy, with a joke for every 
youngster, and a crumbling lump of sugar 
for every horse. 

Buck was a born drifter. Wearing a bat- 
tered gray Stetson, and a weatherbeaten 
blue Levi jacket, he rambled from town 
to town, leading a string of cow ponies. 
The string never looked the same from 
one week to the next . . . because Buck 
could never refuse a good trade. Cowhands 
used to say that if Buck Desmond #ver 
married, he'd probably trade his wife for 
a good-looking pinto pony. Chances are 
they'd have been' right ! 

Y^S, BUCK USUALLY liked most 
people. 

But now, as he rode into the little tovm 
of Prairie Wells, he saw a man that he 
decided he did not like. A big man, red- 
faced, with the brawny, knotted arm of a 
blacksmith — standing by a horse trough, 
cuffing a small boy. Buck Desmond reined 
in his pony and watched for a moment. 
The boy was beginning to cry, but still 
the big man held him and continued to hit 
him with short, mean; punishing blows. 
^Slowly, Buck Desmond dismounted. He 
walked over to the man and tapped him on 
the shoulder. ...... i 

"Let go of that kid," he saiH, m his usual 

easv-eoine manner. 

The big man turned around ponderous- 
ly. Tiny eyes gleamed angrily in his red, 
swollen face, and his jowls were unshaven, i 
He looked Buck up and down— and evi-j 
dently saw nothing to worry hijti. * 

"Where I come from. Mister," he said 
heavily, "we mind our own business. 
Sawy?" . ! 

Buck Desmond nodded, and tipped bis 
gray Stetson back *T[ sawy," he repeated. 
•"An' where I come from, big men. don't 
beat up little kids! Touch him ag'irt, and 
I'll show yuh why!" 

With an angry curse, the hig man moved 
into action. Surprisingly quick, he swung 
a hard right that slammed with mule-kick 
impact against Buck's jaw. His left fol- 
lowed, driving the wind out of the drifter's 



chest, and teetering him backward on rub- 
bery-weak legs. Buck's back , slammed 
against the horse-trough. Recovering him- 
self, he ducked a roundhouse right from 
the big man, and thudded a right to his 
stomach. 

The other man blinked a little, and 
charged back in, his fists flailing like pis- 
tons. But now Buck was ready for him. 
Again he avoided the oncoming blows— 
and smashed a hard right-and-left combi- 
nation that stopped the giant in his tracks. 
Now Buck lunged forward. A powerful 
left to the heart, and a stunning right 
punch that jarred the big man's jaw and 
slumped him to the dusty roadway. 

Buck looked down at him contemptu- 
■ously, as he lay there, gasping for breath, 
his little eyes blinking. Then Buck turned 
to the boy who had stood by during the 
fight. He put his lean, bronzed hand on 
the boy's shoulder. 

"Kid," he asked, "what'e yore name?** 

"Rick," the boy replied. "Rick Rover." 

Buck grinned. "Good enough!- I don't 
think yore old man will be beatin' yuh up 
ag'in, for quite a while. Mebbe he's learned 
a lesson for hisself!" Gracefully, Buck 
swung into his saddle, and waved his hand 
at the boy. "So long, Ricky." His spurs 
touched the pony's sides gently. "An' good 
luck!" 



{UCK NEVER EXPECTED to see 
either the boy or the man again. But 
that night, as he camped in A dry river bed, 
some twenty miles from Prairie Wells, he 
was due for a surprise. For there, standing 
in the pale glow of the firelight, was a 
small, hesitant form . . . the boy of the 
afternoon. He was clutching the rein of 
a dusty, shaggy pony. 

"Well, I'll be hornsw— -f* Bu<* ex- 
claimed. "Come here, son!" 

The boy came forward, right up to the 
fire. "I— I follered you," he said. "AU th* 
way from town ... on my pony. I reck- 
oned you'd stop an* camp about here." 
Buck Desmond's brow knitted. 
"But you cain't do that, boy. You cain*t 
run away from yore dad like that .... even 
if he AaS been beatin' yuh up." 
"He ain't my dad," Ricky said. Tm an; 
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orphan. His name's Floyd Barlow. He's 
been takin' care of me — takin' me along 
with him. But he ain't my dad!" 

"I see . . ." Buck frowned. "But still, 
yuh cain't run away from him like that. 
Tomorrow, jest as soon as it turns light — 
yuh have tuh go back tub him! That's th' 
only right thing tuh do!" 

Suddenly, one of the horses in Buck's 
remuda whinnied shrilly. Buck turned, 
eyes straining into the night. There, com- 
ing along the trail, he could make out the 
dark shape of a rider. Was it the boy's 
foster-father — Floyd Barlow? No! It was 
several riders — and one of them wore the 
gleaming silver badge of aJawman. They 
rode right up to the edge of the fire, and 
the gray-haired man in the lead nodded 
down at Buck. 

"Evenin*," he said^ "Sorry tuh disturb 
yuh." 

"That's all right, Sheriff," Buck said. 
"Can I help yuh?" 

The rider inclined his head. "I hope yuh 
can. I'm Sheriff Newton, from Prairie 
Wells. I'm lookin' for a feller rode through 
there this afternoon. Folks recognized him 
from a poster in the Post Office. He's want- 
ed back in Kansas for a stage coach rob- 
bery an' murder, couple o' years ago." 

"What's he look like?" Buck asked. 

"Big, red-faced feller. Little eyes. Goes 
under name of Ferd Bevens — or sometimes 
Floyd Barlow. Have yuh seen him?" 

Buck Desmond shook his head. 

"Sorry, Sheriff. I saw him in town this 
afternoon — but not since then." He looked 
over at Ricky, crouching silently by the 
fire. "I'm afraid neither of us can help 
yuh." 

"All right, then," the Sheriff said. "If 
you do see or hear about him, notify us. 
We'll push on now." He reined his horse 
away, and in another moment, the posse 
had disappeared in the night. 

Buck turned to the boy. "Ricky, did yuh 
hear that?" Barlow's wanted for murder! 
Did yuh know it?" 

The boy shook his head. "No — I didn't! 
But I knew he was worried about some- 
thin'. He never wanted tuh head East— or 
even tuh ride through towns. That why he 
beat me up this afternoon . . . 'ca^se I rode 
intuh Prairie Well s 

RIGHT. RICKY!" a harsh 
voice grated, from outside the ring 
of firelight. "Yuh deserved it. But now, 
I'm achin' tuh git a crack at yore buddy— 
th* feller who cain't mind his own busl- 
nesB." . 
Slowly, into the light, stepped big Floyd 

Barlow. 
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He was holding a Colt .45, the muzzle 
leveled at Buck Desmond's chest. His eyes 
glittered, pig-like, with ill-concealed tri- 
umph. 

"I didn't know where yuh wuz headin', 
when yuh took th' pony this afternoon, 
Ricky," Barlow said. "But I follered yuh 
. . . an' I'm glad I did. Because it kep' 
them posse fellers from grabbin' me . . . 
an' it's goin' tuh give me a chance tuh git 
away." 

He nodded at the grazing* ponies of 
Buck's string. 

"I m taking three of yore fastest bosses," 
he said. "An' I'm headin' north, with th' 
boy. But there won't be any fuss this 
time . . ." He raised the revolver slightly, 
and his finger tightened perceptibly on 
the trigger. "Because, stranger, I'm puttin* 
yuh out of th' way for good!" 

"No! No!" Ricky screamed. "Floyd, yuh 
wouldn't!" 

That momentary interruption was all 
Buck Desmond needed. 

His cowboy boot dug deep into the coals 
and sent a glowing spray of them toward 
the big man. As Barlow recoiled, throwing 
his hand up to his face, to protect himself, 
Buck hurtled forward. ; 

He drove a heavy ni;ht to the outlaw s 
chest. Barlow grunted, and smashed down 
hard with his hamlike fist, stunning Buck. 
Now he grinned, leaped backward, and 
leveled the gun again. "Take it — " he 
snarled. But Buck Desmond lunged forward 
again, under the revolver's sharp challenge. 
He pinioned the criminal with steel-like 
arms, and felled him like a huge tree. 

Moments later. Buck had twisted his 
way up, and was pounding relentless blows 
to Barlow's jaw. A right! A left! A final 
right — and the big man sagged . . . un- 
conscious. A little driblet of saliva Stained 
his unshaven cheek. 

■■•UCK ROSE TO HIS feet, fists clench» 
ing and unclenching. He threw a tired 
arm around Ricky's shoulder. 

"All right, son," he said. "Git on yore 
pony, and rid* after th* sheriff. Tell him 
we've got his man for him. And then coma 
back hyar with him. I want tuh see whether 
— whether 3mh might like tuh hook up with 
a new pardner." 

The boy turned shining eyes up to Buck. 
•Yuh mean—with you?" J 

Buck grinned. "Go on* Bon. ^Gtt th'J 

sheriff!" <' 
J'HEENI^ 
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THIS OOKNTRAPSHUN W A* > 
ORNERY AS A PUCKIN© ^ 
BRONC! BUT r eOTTA KETCH 
THEM THIEVES t 



/^vms CHEVAU ANt* •pLACKie 
WERE TWO OP THE MOST 
Cmi^ VILUAINOUS ANT> CUNMINS 
HORSE THIEVES IN ALL THE 
WEST..^. TTHEN THEy t«CIOei7 
TO STEAL €AWy HAYES' AIABVELOUS 
jMOUNTi COBtttfee. THAT WAS 
THEIR AilStAKEl THEV SHOULP 
HAV« STOLEN ©AP&y'S RieHT ' 
ARM. IT |*DULPN'T HAVE 
jVMPe HIM AS ANdRVll 



wre CH6VAL AMP HIS AlPC. BLACKlSt 
I CONSIPKR A ^'BUSINESS rROPOSmON**. 



THAR'S THE HORSa 
we WANT. IT'LL 
SELL FER A &OaO 
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/VV^MENTARILV STUNNED BY THE BLOW, <?AnT?V i-r 
U^/\ HELPLE&S AS A BABE A« HE ROLLS VO^^< "HE 
HILLSIDE .' 
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DIDN'T YUH NEAR, 
PATTie 7 J MAO 
A MtOFesatOHAL 

a AST WEEK 




•AND WHEN IT WUZ \ PICKED UP 
:^^'TS"*eFBRee) YOUR HAND. 

, HAMO. y you DID BETXER 
tHAN Z THOUSNT 
:VOU WOULD--- 



picKUPAutufroi 
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THERE'S A Bl© SQUARE 
DANCE TONIGHT.' SHERIPF 
SL9M PA66I.E IS TAKING ME"« 
SUT ELLie'S STILL OPEN TO 
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WELL, MISS ELLiE? 
MAY I TAKE YOU TO 
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t KMOW/ I'LL SCARS 
•CM AWAV/ I SOT 
SOME YARNS THAT'LL 
CURL THEIR HAIR / 
TMEY»|.L CATCM THB 
NEXT TRAIN EAST 




ooM _Vthat's the 
» kinoa killers 

WE^OT/THINSS ARE 
eSTTIN ' SO BAD, MEH ARE 
WEARING BULLET-PROOP 



BUT THAT DON'T HELP/ THE 
KILLERS SHOOT TWIXT THE -<f' 
EYES/ WHAT'S MORE, THE A 
INJUNS ARE RUNNIN'WILO/ 
A FELLA'S LIKELY TO <50 TO / 
SLEEP WITH A POMPADOUR^ 

HQ- HUM / I'M 




CABBY HAYES 




CABBY HAYES 




CABBY HAYES 




CABBY HAYES 



SfEING AIN'T ALWAYS 
BELIEVING, MISS HESTER.' 
THINK THINGS OVER 
D REPORT TO YOU 
AT THE PANCE 
TONIGHT.' 
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PUT IT ANV WAV VUH 
LIKE, BUT IF VO'RE 
L00KIN6 PER A NEW 
JOB, VUH CAN TRV AT 
HANK HANKUM'S 
WAREHOUSE .' HE'S 
SHORT ONE MAN 
NOW 



WAL, THET SOUNPS 
INTERESTINS .' I'LL 
AMBLE OVER AND SEE 
IF IT'S THE KINO OF 
WORK SUITABLE FER 

A MAN OF MV ^ 
ABILITY.' J 




FEW MINUTES LATER.«. / MOT 30 FAST, 

. MR.HANKUM.' 

FUST I WANT TUN 
KNOW IF THE WORK 
IS soon ENOUOH 
FER ME.' YUH SEE, 
r'M ONLY INTERESTED 
IN A HgVJOBi 




GABBY HAYES 




